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Summary: Despite the end of the War of Sandwing Succession, Pyrrhia faces a new threat from below its surface. A beast of fire and death itself shall arise to destroy the world of dragons. The cataclysm slowly draws nearer with each passing moment. Who will save the world this time? Certainly not another band of dragonets...





	Burning Talons

**Disclaimer: I do not own Wings of Fire. This world and its characters belong to Tui. T Sutherland. I do, however, own any characters who do not appear in the novels.**

**A/N: Greetings. As the second series of the Wings of Fire has not yet been completed, I didn't want to do my own story until after we found out what happened to Jade Mountain. However, I do like the idea of the Academy. Therefore, this will be an alternate timeline. Rather than the Jade Mountain Prophecy, we shall have… something else (Muahahaha). Enjoy!**

Ever since the strange 'Fourth Moon' appeared in the skies, some dragons have begun to speculate about what it could mean. After all, this was not something that had happened in recorded history. Perhaps it had happened before, yes, during the Scorching, but there was nothing to say that it had occurred. No dragons to bring back from the past or scrolls to read about such a strange phenomenon. No, the tribes knew nothing about this new moon.

Then it dropped from the sky in a ball of fire and landed somewhere on Pyrrhia.

Soon, it adapted the name skyfire in honour of how it had appeared in the world of the dragons. The various tribes sent out search parties to find the skyfire, hoping to study or find a use for it, but none could seem to locate it. Weeks past as dragons worked together, a miracle after twenty years of war, in order to find this strange object from the heavens.

It was one beautiful morning when the sun shone brightly upon the world and the birds were singing to their heart's content that the skyfire was finally found.

Right smack in the middle of the Sandwing Kingdom.

Somehow, no dragon had spotted a huge chunk of abnormal rock sitting in the wide-open, endless, empty desert.

It was as black as Nightwing scales and shimmered in the scorching light of the sun. The Sandwings who had found it stood a little ways back. They were assigned to guard it until the queens of the tribes could come to discuss the possibilities the skyfire had. A secret meeting, but one that was necessary to keep the discovery of the skyfire a relative secret.

The queens themselves were quick to arrive from every corner of Pyrrhia. Queen Thorn waited to greet them beside the skyfire, her golden wings spread to catch the warmth of the sun. She wanted to look imposing and royal, to look like a queen.

The first dragon to appear, with her loyal bodyguard in tow, was Queen Glory. Her wings shone like sapphires and flecks of emerald green danced along her wings and tail. Her horns were a nice pearly shade of white, like pearls. Queen Thorn couldn't help but wonder if she had chosen to match the sea today.

Deathbringer, the bodyguard, bowed before Thorn before shuffling back a few steps to watch the sky for enemies.

The Rainwing and Nightwing queen dipped her head politely to Queen Thorn. "A pleasure to see you, Your Majesty. Is the stronghold clear of all the monstrosities Burn collected over the years."

Lifting her chin, Thorn said, "Indeed. We burned them as soon as we could, but it left the smell of burnt flesh and dead things floating through the castle for a few days. Disgusting." She stuck her tongue out and her snout wrinkled. Queen Glory, still being a dragonet, laughed.

The Sandwing queen couldn't help but smile, her tail lashing across the desert sand. This _was _one of her daughter's best friends. It was alright to drop the queenly act when she was around, right? Would the other queens do this? Thorn suddenly wondered if that had been a good idea after all.

Thorn stood a little straighter, having spied the another one of the queens coming towards them. Queen Ruby arrived in a glitter of red scales, her eyes glowing as she landed upon the sand. She glanced at the skyfire with an unreadable expression before turning to Thorn and Glory, inclining her head ever so slightly.

Thorn wished they would treat her and Glory like queens, even though they had no royal blood in their veins.

Well, Glory might, but Thorn wasn't about to ask, because Queen Coral and Queen Moorhen had landed, both arguing about whether freshwater or saltwater was better for swimming. After listening to the two queens heatedly debating for a few moments, Thorn began to wonder if this was all for show.

Refusing to let that get on her nerves, Thorn said, "Is Glacier coming?"

"I'm here," said a voice that reminded Thorn of a sandstorm, only made of ice and freezing cold. An icestorm, perhaps, for Thorn had never been to the Ice Kingdom. Queen Glacier landed beside Thorn, the faintest sizzling sound came from her talons as she made contact with the sand. She frowned at the desert below before turning to Thorn and adding, "And it's _Queen _Glacier."

Thorn acknowledged this with a nod, but she did not apologize. They were of equal status now. No more bowing before any more royal dragons, no matter what tribe. Thorn lead the Sandwings now, the Wings of Fire had chosen _her._

In a calm voice, Queen Coral said, "Well? We're all here. Let's discuss this… skyfire." Her eyes narrowed as she looked at the hunk of rock. "Honestly, I was expecting a little bit more from the 'Fourth Moon,' so to speak."

_I'm sure we all were, _Thorn though grumpily as she stared at the rock. It didn't even _do _anything. It sat there, very unlike what it had been in the sky, and the Queen of the Sandwings wondered if this was just some sort of joke. Maybe it didn't have any special powers inside. Maybe it was just an ordinary rock.

Leaning forward, Queen Ruby nudged it with her nose and said, "Well, it looks like obsidian to me." Thorn blinked. She had been expecting it to explode upon contact.

"Yes, totally. I totally agree. Definitely looks like obsidian," said Deathbringer, who had somehow managed to join the circle. Queen Glacier, who was closest to him, growled and shoved him away. The Nightwing muttered a few apologies before going back to staring at the sky a few paces away.

Thorn tried her best to hide a smile. Deathbringer certainly knew how to barge into a conversation. It was no wonder Glory kept him around. Thorn wished Qibli was like that. He acted very stoic around her. Loyal and guard-like. Nothing like Deathbringer, who so far seemed a little more relaxed and a bit of comic relief if Glory ever got bored.

Queen Moorhen just shrugged. "I wouldn't know what obsidian looks like, but perhaps that's what it is." Queen Coral nodded in agreement. Neither had seen the stone that was said to be created by volcanos after all. They couldn't judge it like Ruby or Deathbringer

Queen Glory, however, made her own thoughts heard. "It's not obsidian. I've seen such stone, and it is a much darker black. It's also has less ridges. Its smoother, like often rock licked in various ways, over this. This looks like a black boulder."

Well, not a pure black boulder. Now that Queen Thorn was with the others, she decided to take a closer look. Her golden snout wrinkled as she squinted at the boulder. In a soft murmur she said, more to herself than anyone, "Looks like flecks of silver."

In a cold tone, Queen Glacier snapped, "Speak up, _Your Majesty._" Queen Thorn heard the insult added to the last two words and her head snapped up. Anger flashed through her eyes.

She hissed, "I am of equal statues to you know, _Glacier._"

The Icewing lunged at Thorn, teeth barred in a snarl. Her talons outstretched, she raked her claws across the Sandwing's snout, leaving a stinging gash. Thorn, completely taken off guard by the sudden attack, soon regained her composure and raised her own talons in defence. Years of battle training and skirmishes in the Scorpion's Den rushed to the forefront of her mind as her own golden talons flew through the air towards Queen Glacier's eyes.

Glacier was quick, however, and dodged the blow. She darted towards Thorn's exposed belly, but Thorn knew how to stop such attacks. She smashed her talons downwards onto Glacier's back, pinning the spitting queen to the hot desert sand. Once more, Thorn could swear she heard the sound of sizzling. Blood dripped from the wound on her snout and onto the pristine white scales of the Icewing.

Queen Thorn's barbed tail lashed back and forth against the sand, sending a few specks to fly into the air. It was absolutely silent except for the sizzling and the sound of Glacier writhing beneath Thorn's talons, growling softly.

Finally Queen Moorhen stepped forward and wrenched Thorn off of Glacier as easily as she would pull up a plant. "Alright, enough with the play-fighting."

_PLAY-FIGHTING? _Thorn thought, outraged. Her fiery gaze turned to the Mudwing, who's talons remained clamped on Thorn's shoulders. However, the Sandwing Queen couldn't hold it for long as the amiable look on Moorhen's face made her drop the fierce attitude.

Queen Glacier stood up, shaking sand from between her scales. Her tongue flickered in between her teeth as she glared evilly at Thorn. Thorn was sorely tempted to stick her tongue out at the Icewing queen, but refrained from doing so.

Thorn took a deep, calming breath and stated, "Well, who should keep the rock?" Her tail still lashed back and forth in rage, but she managed to keep her voice as calm as a lake without wind to ruffle its surface.

"_Keep _it? Perhaps we should smash it and divide the pieces evenly," Queen Ruby scowled heavily at the other queens as if she didn't trust them with this new stone. Thorn couldn't help but roll her black eyes at the Skywing's attitude. Thankfully, no one seemed to notice.

"And who here is capable of breaking this exactly?" Queen Glory pointe out lightly, her ruff shimmering into an orange colour. Thorn wondered if this was emotion or whether she had done so on purpose. She had met very few Rainwings and knew little on the ways their scales worked.

The queens fell silent, all contemplating on just what to do with the stone. There was no sound. No wingbeats, no wind howling, not even the sounds of heavy breathings despite the battle that had transpired just moments before.

Then, a huge _CRACK _shattered the silence.

Thorn jumped, head lashing around to see what had made such a powerful noise. She had been briefly reminded of dragon bones being broken during a fight, a rare moment Thorn had witnessed or the sound of a stone being broken.

Eyes widening as she made a realization, Thorn's gaze shot to the skyfire. A huge, black fissure had opened at the top, like an egg about to hatch. The other queens were now giving the skyfire their full attention. All seemed to be holding their breath. The egg cracked just a little bit more, and then it split in two.

Thorn only had time to think, _This "egg" should not have hatched, _before her entire world was engulfed in darkness and an evil laughter resonated through her skull just before she lost consciousness.

. . . . .

_Watch the world burn again_

_Watch the war bring forth death_

_Watch the evil rise above_

_Watch each kingdom crumble and fall_

Thorn's eyes blinked open, and she was amazed to find she was not in the desert. Instead, there was nothing but darkness. No stars, just darkness, and that eerie, strange, echoing voice.

_The time for heroes has come at last_

_Of the seven tribes, an alliance must progress_

_For destruction approaches ever near_

_But none should have reason to fear_

At the other end of the cave? Space? Thorn had no words for it, she could just make out the muffled orange glow. The only light in this dark place, directly opposite her. The way the light reflected against what looked like stone, Thorn believed it to be a tunnel. It pulsed faintly and she couldn't help but wonder what was down there. Was it important?

_Watch the world burn again_

_Watch the war bring forth death_

_Watch the evil rise above_

_Watch each kingdom crumble and fall_

Thorn shuddered at the sound of the words. She did not like the sound of them at all. They were ominous, talking about death and destruction which had only just ended mere weeks ago after the War of the Sandwing Succession. She shook her head, hoping to stop the sudden torrent of memories.

_Of the tribe of sea comes a dragonet_

_Of heroic and royal descent_

_Of the tribe of ice, in the snowy mountain peaks_

_The dragonet of ice awaits within a shining hatchery_

Her decision was soon made and Queen Thorn pushed all worries to the back of her mind as she ran across stone, feeling a few nooks pull at her talons as she headed towards the pulsating glow. She briefly wondered where the other queens were. Had they joined her here, wherever this was? Was she alone in this dark place?

_Of the palace of the sky comes the ruby's final heir_

_And from the lowest swamps and bogs_

_Comes the wings of mud and logs_

_Hidden within a shell as red as the blood of frogs_

The glow grew brighter, more intense as Thorn slid down the tunnel from which the glow was coming from. She moved swiftly, but not entirely silently. Her wings smacked against the stone walls and her talons made slight clicking noises as she made her way down the tunnel. Thorn was grateful to soon find herself in a much wider space. A cavern so vast, she could not see its ceiling or its walls. All was hidden by a red haze. At least, some of it was hidden. Below the ledge on which she was standing on was a huge plain of stone and lava rivers. Huge spires exploded upwards from the ground, vanishing into the darkness above. Others ended where Thorn could see them. She marvelled at the dangerous beauty of this place, but why was she here, in what felt like the centre of the world?

_Of the dragons of the rain_

_Find the one with a sneaky name_

_The one of night is on its way_

_The one of sand awaits with the keepers of peace from another day_

There! A sudden movement! Thorn began to distinguish figures from the rock below. They were dragons, but she was too far away to figure out whether they are Skywings or Nightwings, Rainwings or Sandwings. For all Thorn knew, they could be an entirely new species, crawling beneath their world, or perhaps this was the original Nightwing Kingdom, though there was a lack of buildings or ruins of buildings. The dragons below swarmed over the rocks. By now, Thorn could see that there were indeed small buildings, contraptions and various dragon-made objects down below as well.

_Watch the world burn again_

_Watch the war bring forth death_

_Watch the evil rise above_

_Watch each kingdom crumble and fall_

Those words… Still there, whispering eerily from an unknown source. It sounded like, like… a prophecy…

_Find the dragon who brings an endless twilight_

_Destroy the mountain of stone and light_

_Feel the pulse of the evil below_

_A cataclysm is unleashed from the earth's soul_

Two huge, blazing red eyes opened in the haze beyond Thorn. Thorn gasped and staggered backwards a few steps. A low growl that shook Thorn to her very core resonated through the cave. Now paralyzed with fear, Thorn realized she was staring into the eyes of a _dragon. _An immense dragon that was not like any of the species Thorn knew. Like none at all. Not even like the ones down below.

With a roar that made Thorn want to curl up and scream, the beast's huge face moved forward and loomed from the shadows. Its scales looked like stone, grey, rough and dull. Huge, curving horns spiralled up from its head. Between certain the cracks where two scales met, Thorn could make out an eerie orange glow. As if this creature's veins pumped fire instead of blood.

The beast's maw opened, a familiar orange light glowing at the back of its throat and a hissing sound began. Thorn couldn't move as the beast roared and unleashed a torrent of fire straight for Thorn. She could feel the heat burning her face, ready to tear off her scales and reduce her to a charred pile of ash when….

Her eyes snapped open.

Gasping in shock, Thorn scrambled backwards, lashing her tail about and snapping at the air around her with razor-sharp teeth. It took her a few moments to realize it was sand beneath her talons, not stone. That the heat was that of the sun, not that of fire.

Thorn stopped struggling and glanced around. The other queens were staring at her, but not in shock. Not as if she had gone mad. They stared at her, because they had seen it, too. The look in their eyes told Thorn everything. The beast, the cave, the dragons, the prophecy. All was branded into their minds.

Pyrrhia had been searching for peace after the War of the Sandwing Succession. It was something every dragon had hoped to see at long last. Instead, Pyrrhia faces another war which may be more terrible than the last. A war not against themselves, but a beast of stone and fire.


End file.
